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For here, like to the silkworm's industry,

Beauty itself out of itself did weave

So rare a work and of such subtilty

As did all eyes entangle and deceive

And in all minds a strange impression leave:

In this sweet labyrinth did Cupid stray,

And never had the power to pass away.

As when the Indians, neighbours of the morning,

In honour of the cheerful rising sun

With pearl and painted plumes themselves adorning

A solemn stately measure have begun,

The god, well-pleasjd with that fair honour done,

Sheds forth his beams, and doth their faces kiss

With that immortal glorious face of his.

A, B. Grosart, for whose devoted service as an editor of
sixteenth-century poets we must always be grateful, however
sharply we may dissent from some of his judgments, praises
Orchestra indeed, but is misled into accepting it at its face-value
as a *mere sport of wit', and reserves his highest commendations
for Nosft Teipsufft^ which in a series of admirably smooth and
charmingly sententious quatrains sets out to establish the im-
mortality of the soul. As a clergyman Grosart may be sup-
posed to have had a special sympathy with the poet's intention
and to have been fondly uncritical of his ingenuous logic. Ife
values the poem first of all for the 'deep and original thinking*
in which a reader today will find it deficient, and has severe
things to say of those who would * exalt the workmanship at
the expense of the material'. But if by 'material' he means the
abstract argument, and if he implies that the proof of any poem
is in the detachable 'thought1 of it and not in the poetry, he
surely misconceives the situation. Nosce Ttipsttm is a piece of
attractively clear and luminous argumentation in verse. It is
not, and could not be, continuously or predominantly poetical,
and frankly accepting that limitation it has the great virtue of
not pretending to be more or other than it is. Clarity and
directness, aptness of imagery and grace of diction and move-
ment, these and the spirit of benign self-persuasion that informs
the whole arc what we enjoy in the reading. It matters nothing